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THE WILD ROSE OF LANGOLLEN. 
THE evening air blew chilling cold; | 
bwinneth threw her apron over hér 
houlders, and went to the wood-house 
rr faggots. Ellen was left alone; her 
ye fell on the stump of the withered 
ose tree; “* That was Edward’s gift,” 
iid she, mournfully. “ Peace is now 
‘stored; he will return, he will return ; 
e will think I have neglected it; for’ 
as! itis withered. But no! Edward 
ust come no more to our cottage.” 
earing the returning step of Gwin-| 
eth, she wiped away the starting tear ; 
or well she knew her good mother 
ould chide. Gwinneth entered trem- 
ling : “ Merey! my child; come and 
isten ; sure I heard the abbey bell toll.” | 
llen turned ‘pale: she listened with, 
reathless agitation; again the heavy | 
ell struck with awful reverberation.” | 
Oh!” cried Ellen, clasping her hands 
ogether, “ the news has -arrived that 
dward is killed’? Vainly now did) 
iwinneth call upon the name of her 
hild, who lay senseless on the cold 
arth. Ellen was the lovely, virtuous 
ld of honest peasants; but she was 
enderly beloved by the son of the 
ealthys Sir-Owen Fitzmorris. In the 
ustic sports on the lawn before the ab- 
ey, Edward had often gladly joined, 
ften presstd” the fair hand of Ellen 








n her ear accents of pure unchange- 
ble love; but parental authority inter- 
Edward was ordered to accept 
e hand of the rich, the haughty Lady 
ester. His heart proudly revolted ; 

et, to disobey a father, hitherto fond 





| to the gate. 
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respite: Sir Owen granted his petition ; 
and the regiment in which Edward 
served was ordered to Egypt; yet his 
departing words breathed fervent, con- 
stant affection to his Ellen, and his 
parting gift was the rose tree which she 
now bewailed. “ lor heaven’s sake! 
my child,” said Gwinneth, “ be com- 
posed. I will step to the gate, and see 
if any one passes from the abbey. Dear, 
now be comforted.” Gwinneth stepped 
“ Bless me! as I live, here 
comes a soldier down the hill!. The 
word revived Ellen; she flew to her 
mother’s side. The soldier descended 
the hill: he seemed to walk feebly, and 
leant on the shoulder of a boy. “ Sure,” 
thought Ellen, * that is Edward’s form ;” 
but as he approached nearer, conjecture 
changed: his dress was shabby and 
disordered, his hair uncombed: and a 
bandage passed across his eye, marked 
the sufferings he had endured’ in the 
dreadful climate to which he had been 
exposed: for Edward it was; and love 
soon revealed him to the wonder-struck 
Ellen. In a moment, each of his hands 
were seized by Gwinneth and her 
child; who forgetting, in the first joy 
at sight of him, the shocking change 
of his appearance, led him in triumph 
to the cottage; but enquiry soon suc- 
ceeded: and while Ellen fixed her eyes 
upon her withered rose-tree, in anguish, 


‘exclaiming, “ Alas! he cannot see it 





d tender, was death. He implored a/\ful in all their undertakings: 1 alone 


now,” Edward began his recital. 

« When I left yoa_my dear friends, 
in compliance with a father’s com- 
mands, I embarked with my regiment 
‘for Egypt. Our troops ‘were success- 
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seemed doomed to feel the pangs of 
disappointment and sorrow. An enter- 
prize in which I was engaged, required 
dispatch and caution; when in a mo- 
ment of general attack, my dearest 
friend, and earliest companion of my 
happy days, fell covered with wounds. 
Disobeying the strict orders of our 
commander, not to quit our posts, I 
bore him in my arms from the scene of 
horror: forthis | was broke, and charg’d 
with ignominy.” Ellen wept; her heart 
was too full for utterance: the poor 
old woman sobbed aloud. “J returned,” 
said Edward, “ in the first vessel that 
sailed, and returned but to see my fa- 
ther breathe his last. Even he too con- 
spired against my happiness; for, would 
you believe it, Ellen? he has disinheri- 
ted me.” % How!” exclaimed Ellen 
“ is it in nature to be so wicked! A} 
child he once loved sodearly !” “True,” 
returned Edward: “ but you now be- 
hold me in sickness and sorrow, without 
a friend to comfort, or a house to shel- 
ter me.” & Never, never, my dear 
young master,” cried Gwinneth, “ while 


how, my love, can you think of sup. 
porting an idle intruder? Your mean 
are but scant, though your heart is am. 
ple.” “ We will work the harder,” 
said Gwinneth, “ We knit and spin, 
and have a thousand ways of getting a 
penny; and when you get strong and 
healthy, you shall work.” Mr Fitz. 
morris work!” exclaimed the indig. 
nant Ellen. “ And why not my child!” 
rejoined Gwinneth. “Is there anyffass 
disgrace in honest industry? Mr. Vitz-Hjas 
morris is not proud, and when with@ lat 
some juice of simples, which you, E}.@ the 
len, shall gather, we have bathed. his {J Th 
eyes, who knows but, by the favour of Mj wa 
heaven, his sight may be restored? @ tat 
Thus, Ellen, he will assist our la-@ ch 
bours, see our cheerful endeavours to™ fro 

































pe: sticks of this poor cot hang togeth- 


—Ellen clasped his hand closer be-| 


ws hers, but spoke not. Ona sud- 
den some recollection darted across her 
mind; she let his hand fall, and sighed 
deeply. What ails my Ellen?” ask- 
ed Edward; “ will she not confirm the 
the words of her mother!” « Ah, 
me!” said Ellen, “ I am thinking how 

happy tre Lady Hester will be to have 
the power of restoring you to wealth 
and comfort. She can do all that our 
wishes dictate.” “ But if my Ellen 
gives me her love,” replied Edward, 
« T will not seek the favour of the Lady | 
Hester.’ “ And will you stay with 
us?” asked the enraptured Ellen.— 
«« Oh, we shall be happy enough in that 
case; and our debt of gratitude will be 
in part discharged: for to you, Edward, 
Your instructive care first 
raised my mind from ignorance; and 
if a virtuous sentiment animates this 
breast, from you it derives its source.” 
“You are unjust to yourself, Ellen: 
instructions bestowed where there is 
not innate virtue, is like the vain at- 


Y ||incapable of retaining proficabbe in’ 





tempt at cultivating a rocky soil. But 


‘make him forget all past misfortunes; on 
and we shall be the happiest peasants § rec 
‘in Langollen.” “ Excellent creature!” @j int 
cried Edward, “ my whole life shall @ up 
pass in active gratitude. But I must § th: 
away: on the brow of the hill I left a@j of 
weary traveller; I will bring him to@ of 
taste a cup of your beer, and speed § is 


him on his journey.’ an 
To be concluded in our next. in 
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There are many sources from whence § ™ 
we may derive something that will dof W 
us zood, provided our dispositions are § 
so well arranged as to be capable of § 
accepting what is presented. But iff - 
the ground in ourselves be unprepared, § 5! 
in vain shall we look for the advance- 
ment of our happiness from ahy source 
whatever. Instruction has very little 
influence on dissipated minds: they are 


pressions. 

Amusements that have no immediate 
tendency tomake us wiser or better, may 
sometimes be of use to us, by relieving 
the mind from the fatigues of applica- 
tion: But when they become the prima- 
ry object of our attention, they intro- 
duce a depravity of taste that disquali- 
fics us for the relish of substantial en- 
joyments— 

It is a happy arrangement when every 
thing is kept in its proper place. 
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coURT OF HONOUR—Febd. 18th. 1813. 
Reported for the Juvenile Port-Folio. 

The following is the only important 
case that was brought before the court 
this morning. 

Miss Tattle was accused by Mrs. 
Bloom of having asserted that she,{ Mrs. 
Bloom) was in the habit of using rouge 
The defendant admitted the charge and 
rested her defence on the truth of the 
assertion. Mrs. Candour being called 
as a witness, said; “ That she had 
lately accompanied the plaintiff to the 
theatre, to see the tragedy of Tom 
Thumb and that she, (the plaintiff) 
was so much affected by the represen- 
tation that the tears roiled down her 
cheeks, leaving a streak on each side 
from the eyes to the chin, and falling 
on her white handkerchief, left sundry 
red spots thereon.” Nere the judge 
interrupted the evidence, and said, that 
upon consideration, he was of opinion 
that no action could lie upon the words 
of the charge, * for,” said he “ the use 
of rouge is so common that no reproach 
is now attached to it; but if the defend- 
ant had said that the plaintiff used it to 
improve her complexion, thereby insi- 
nuating that her complexion was natu- 
rally bad, an action might have been 
maintained.” Whereupon the action 
was discharged. 

= 
THE HAPPY PAIR. 

It was a neat little house, by the 
side of the fields, a pretty looking 
woman, drest by simplicity, Nature’s 
handmaid, was laying the table cloth, 
and trimming up her little parlour; 
her looks were cheerful and serene, 
and with a pleasing voice, though wild 
and untutored, she sung the following 
stanzas : 

Here, beneath my humble cot 
Tranquil peace and pleasure dwell; 


If contented with our lot, 
Smiling joy can grace a cell. 


Nature’s wants are all supplied ; 

Food and raiment, house and fire ; 

Let others swell their courts of pride, 
This is all that I require. 


Just as she had finished, a genteel 
young man entered the gate; she ran 
eagerly to meet him. 





“+ 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. | 75 


“ My dear Charles, she cried, you 
are late to night.” 

“Tam weary, Anna,” said he, lean- 
ing his head upon ber shoulder. 

“1am sorry for it, my love, but 
come, eat your supper, and you shall 
then repose on my bosom, and hush all 
your cares to rest. 

© If to be content is to be happy, my 
dear, said she, how superlatively hap- 
py am I. I have no wish beyond what 
our little income will afford me, my 
home is to me a palace, thy love my es- 
tate. LIenvy not the rich dames who 
shine in costly array; I please my 
Charles in my plain simple attire; I 
wish to please no other.” 

«“ Thou dear reward of all my toils! 
cried Charles embracing her, now can 
I have a wish ungratified, while pos- 
sessed of thee. I never desired wealth 
but for thy sake, and thy cheerful con- 
tented disposition, makes even wealth 
unnecessary.” 

It is by no means necessary to hap- 
piness said I, as I left the house. Charles 
and Anna seem perfectly happy, and 
content with only a bare competence. 
I ask but a competence, cries the luxu- 
rious or avaricious wretch, this very ex- 
clamation convinces us,thata trifle is ade- 
quate to the wants of the humble, frugal 
mind, while thousands cannot supply the 
inordinate desires of the prodigal, or sa- 
tisfy thegraspingdisposition of the miser. 

= 
LOVE AND BEAUTY. 

THE dazzling rays of beauty may 
affect us like a charm—But if they have 
nothing to support them, their effects, 
like those of a fairy tale, will soon va- 
nish. And when this delusive fasci- 
nation slips from before our eyes, we 
shall find that we have been caught by 
a thing as light as air, without one sin- 
gle quality to fill the capacities of a 
sensible and liberal mind: for as beauty 
decays, the image it impressed, wears 
out. True love is always disintere@a, 
always constant. Those whose for- 





{tunes are nearly equal have the best 


chance for happiness. But, unfortu- 


imately. in this age, few pursue it in ma- 
onial eonnexiens; and Plutuscarries 








mere to Hymen’s temple, than Cupid. 
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On the aniversary of Washington's Birth-Day. 


Turo’ the wide circuit of the preting sun, 
ustre 


With brightening beam, has many a 
run, 
Since, On this era, Fortune’s Stars, combin’d, 
W ith Glory’s constellations, bless’d mankind, 
And nature joyous of the fate’s decree 
Mark’d in her callendar this day of glee; 
A day (kind Heaven!) which hail’d my fav- 
rite Son, 
My lov’d, my brave, my godlike Washington. 
A day like this, Columbians all revere, 
Who hold their country, or their freedom 
dear ; 

For next the hour, which gave ouf nation 
birth, 

Is that, which plac’d—a WasninGTow on 
earth ! 

Not the fam’d chief of Isragv’s tribes, of 
yore, 

More toils encountered, and more perils bore, 

When he from A:cyvi’s proud oppression 
fled, 

And through the sea the wand’ring Hebrews 
led, 

Than did your matchless WAsH1nG TON sub- 
due, 

When he devoted life and fame to you ; 

When hovering o’er, to guard your pilgrim 
way, 

By night your pillar, and yonr cloud by dqy, 

He fought your battles, and your councils 
blest, 

> Till victory’s eagle perch’d on Freedom’s crest. 

Retir’d from war, the Hero he resign’d; 

And, call’d from Vernon’s grove the states- 
man shin’d, 

Beneath his sway did art and science claim 

The prize of fortune and the meed of tame ; 

While to Potowmac’s banks did Muses 
wing, 

And in the arbour of his laurels sing. 

By foreign warts, and prosperous marts in- 

spir’d, 

Industrious Enterprize my sons have fir’d ; 

My soil already Europe’s ports supples— 

Your canvas floats in either India’s skies ; 

From curs’d Algiers the ransom’d pris’ner 
leaps ; 

And, low 
sleeps: 

While pleas’d Ohio, as his waters run 

Through woods, whose tops excluded yester 
sun, 

Sees in his streams inverted towns descend, 


in earth, the Indian hatchet 
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While Gratitude can lisp, or Fame survive | 
Wide as thy blessings shall diverge thy praise, 


And eplendid as thy deeds thy glory blaze; 
On all alike, thy godlike lustre streams, 


beams. 





Toan Infant leaning on his Mother's breast. 
Lovey pledge of chaste desire ! 
Beauteous as the purpling east, 
To thy Balmy rest retire, 
Leaning on thy mother’s breast ; 
There no troubles break repose, 
No distressing tumults rise, 
Safe, from faithless friends or foes, 
There recline and close thine eyes. 


Soft as down of swans thy bed, 

Sweet as spic’d Arubia’s store, 
Blest the king, whose regal head, 

Can, like thine, ne’er wish for more. 
Should ambition deign to ask 

How such bliss he may enjoy; 
How perform the mighty task, 

That secures from all annoy, 


Tell him from thy peaceful throne, 
Tell him to =mbrace content ; 
Then thy bliss will be his own, * 
If, like thee, he’s innocent. 
And, oh! could thy father’s care, 
Give thee what surpasses gold, 
This would be his present pray’r, 
| And his comfort when grown old: 


«* May thy setting sun decline, 

** Mild as springs thy rising morn, 
** And those graces ever shine 

** Which thy spotless soul adorn.”’ 
Could thy father this bequeath, 
Happy then would be his doom, 
Should Kind heav’n decree his death, 
And consign him to his tomb. 





Tom taken by Tim his new mansion to view, 

Observed, “twas a big one, with windows 

too few.” 

‘* As for that,” answered Tim, ‘ 1’m the 

builder’s forgiver, 

For taxes *twill save, and that’s good for 

liver.” 

Replied Tom, ‘ since you live upon farthings 
and mites, 

Its good for the diver, but bad for the /izhts / 
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A No. will be published every Saturday, 
The price is Twelve and a half Cents per 
month, payable quarterly in advance. 

At the close of each year, a title page, in- 





And new born States along his banks ex- 
tend. 


Thrice glorious WasHinGTon® thy name 
shal} hve, 


dex, and list of subscribers will he given. 
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